IX

A MARTYR TESTIFIES

THE usual crowd were collected round the pillar with its
altar In the Forum. A mother had brought her sick child,
and pressed his forehead against the stone and bade him touch
it with his hands. A girl had whispered a vow and dropped
some scraps of unguent. Two soldiers had exchanged pledges
over a sale* A man kicked a dog that came up to it and
sniffed, A woman clearly with child embraced the pillar, and
a young man strewed before it the first clippings of his beard,
Down a side-street came a tramp effect, and the sound of
men chanting. The crowd parted, and Marius, tall, gaunt,
clad in a long white robe, appeared, followed by a noisy band
of disciples. He raised his hand, spreading a silence through-
out the square. His fierce eyes roved over the faces, darkened
for a moment and turned inwards, and blazed again. He
spoke, holding both arms aloft as if they were nailed to an
unseen beam,

cc A time there Is for worshipping in peace, and a time for
worshipping with deeds. Here is the altar of the mighty that
has died, the lord that was betrayed. And it is right that
you should stand here with love in your hearts. But the
world is not a thing of love. The world is evil. It is the
world that slew Caesar. Since the Divine One has made
himself a victim, do you not think he thirsts for blood? I tell
you that without blood there is no sacrifice, and without a
sacrifice there is no god. For the god who is our father
demands submission to his will, and that submission is a
sacrifice. And to complete that sacrifice blood must be
spilt. For in blood all things are contained, life and death,
the god and the victim. God calls to you for a sacrifice,"

The crowd did not understand his words, but they felt
profoundly with all he said, as if he had uttered their inmost
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